IN PATRIA POTESTATE

Giamund jumped over the high bank, just in front of
them. Of course his horse frightened them all back
again, past me, into the open. Not knowing who he
was, I swore at him properly in Latin, which was
usually quite safe with the Goths, and when he
answered me back in the same tongue, and I saw by
his clothes and his sword that he was somebody-
well, I wished I was one of my own sheep! However,
he just laughed, and helped me to get the flock to-
gether again, and then asked me who I was; I told
him and he seemed interested.

A few days afterwards I saw him again; he dis-
mounted close to me and called, and I ran over and
help him to get a stone out of his mare's hoof, noticing
how she nuzzled up to him all the time, and rubbed
his shoulder with her nose. When it was done he
stood away for a moment, watching how she moved
her leg, in case there was a strain, while I patted her
neck and pulled burrs out of her mane. He was
altogether bigger than me, with thick bones at his
wrists and ankles, his hair plaited behind him in the
Goth way. I stroked the mare under her soft chin and
said: 'She's a beauty!' Giamund was pleased. 'Isn't
she!' he said, and then: 'Would you like to ride?' I
said: 'Yes!' and I suppose I looked as delighted as I
was, because Giamund laughed and said: 'Get up and
try! You won't be able to stick on.' I mounted in
rather a scramble and the mare looked round, sur-
prised at finding anyone else on her back; he clapped
his hands and yelled to her. She was away over the
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